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health! There was a kind of bitter comfort in
reflecting that if France had fallen, the fall was
from no great height; the state of society even
before, the civil wars had not been one of Utopian
happiness. He tried to assure himself that even
when the contexture of society seems desperately
rent, somehow it still holds together; that the
shuffling and jostling of atoms somehow results
in a readjustment; that under all disorder lies
a law of order mysteriously at work. It was not
a period of strange alteration for France alone;
other states were also menaced b}r some vast
process of change. " Everything about us
crumbles"; but " all that totters does not fall";
or if everything falls, nothing is felt to fall.
" The contexture of so great a body holds by
more nails than one; it holds even by its an-
tiquity, like old buildings, whose base has been
worn away by time, without mortar or coating,
which yet support themselves by their own
weight/' The troubles of the time helped above
all to make Montaigne seek for strength not in
things around him, not in the future, but in the
citadel of his own soul. We so often run after
airy and distant hopes; wre so seldom arrive at
ourselves; and if we arrive at ourselves it is
sometimes late in the day, when we are tired
and faint. He could think with satisfaction that
it was his fortune to live in an age which at leastastise disobedience and is itself the example;
